spoken since we opened.   That door will have to be closed3
up between them rooms or there'll be murderV

On our closing night, after the finale, the whole house
stood up and cheered us. They pelted us with flowers.
When the orchestra struck up "Auld Lang Syne" the
audience and company joined in the singing. Everyone
took hold of the hand of the person next to him. The
chain of friendly handclasps stretched across the stage,
across the footlights, and continued through the house.

When the audience was finally pushed out of the theatre
several hundred of them merely adjourned to the stage door,
where they formed such an imposing mob scene that traffic
was clogged in Forty-second Street.

When Bea and I came out, laden with flowers, to get into
our waiting taxi, we found the roof of the vehicle packed
with the more ardent revellers, who escorted us through the
streets of New York singing our own songs to us.